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S| My dear mouse friends, 


Have | ever told you how much | love science 
fiction? Pve always wanted to write incredible 
adventures set in another dimension, but ’ve never 
believed that parallel universes exist . . . until now! 


That’s because my good friend f 

Jolt, the brilliant, secretive scientist, ce 
just ‘se an incredible discovery. Thanks to some 
panei calculations he determined that there 
are many. | 


The professor’s work inspired me to write this 
science fiction adventure in v whieh my 
Family and It 


We're a fabumouse crew: 
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Geronimo Stilton 





-SPACeMice 


BEWARE! 
SPACE JUNK! 





Scholastic Inc. 


Copyright © 2015 by Edizioni Piemme S.p.A., Palazzo Mondadori, Via 
Mondadori 1, 20090 Segrate, Italy. International Rights © Atlantyca 
S.p.A. English translation © 2016 by Atlantyca S.p.A. 


The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any 
responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content. 


GERONIMO STILTON names, characters, and related indicia are copy- 
right, trademark, and exclusive license of Atlantyca S.p.A. All rights 
reserved. The moral right of the author has been asserted. Based on an 
original idea by Elisabetta Dami. www.geronimostilton.com 


Published by Scholastic Inc., Publishers since 1920, 557 Broadway, New 
York, NY 10012. SCHOLASTIC and associated logos are trademarks 
and/or registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc. 


Stilton is the name of a famous English cheese. It is a registered trade- 
mark of the Stilton Cheese Makers’ Association. For more information, 
go to www.stiltoncheese.com. 


All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright 
Conventions. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmit- 
ted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or 
introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any 
form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known 
or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of 
the publisher. For information regarding permission, please contact 
Atlantyca S.p.A., Via Leopardi 8, 20123 Milan, Italy; e-mail 
foreignrights@atlantyca.it, www.atlantyca.com 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents 
are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, 
and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business estab- 
lishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 


e-ISBN 978-0-545-87531-8 


Text by Geronimo Stilton 

Original title Pericolo spazzatura spaziale! 

Cover by Flavio Ferron 

Illustrations by Giuseppe Facciotto (design) and Daniele Verzini (color) 
Graphics by Francesca Sirianni 


Special thanks to AnnMarie Anderson 
Translated by Julia Heim 
Interior design by Kevin Callahan / BNGO Books 


First printing 2016 


This fabumouse vessel js Called the 
MouseStar 1, and | am its Captain! 


lam G | toni * 9 Somewhat 
ACCident-prone Mouse who (to tell you 

the truth) would rather be Writing novels 
than Steering q Spaceship, )) 


But for now, my adventurous CY 
family and | are busy 

traveling [round the universe 

On exciting intergalactic Missions. 


THIS 15 THE 
LATEST ADVENTURE 
OF THE SPACEMICE! 





a 


AN ANNUAL 
INSPECTION 


It was a calm Monday on the spaceship 
MouseStar 1. There were no COSMIC 
disturbances, no alien inVASsions 
in the galaxy, and no UNKNOWN 
planets on the horizon. 

Basically, it was a stress-free day, which 
hadn’t happened in WECKS, MONS or 
maybe even e4PS! | was about to sit back 
in my command chair, kick up my paws, and 
put the spaceship on autopilot. 

Then suddenly... 


BEEP! BEEEEP/ 
BEEEEEEP! 
What was that alinoying noise? 


I looked at the screen in front of me. My 


AN ANNUAL INSPECTION a 


DIGITAL GALENDAR had an urgent 
meeting on it. Galactic Gorgonzola, I had 
completely forgotten! 

Oh, excuse me, | haven’t introduced 
myself: My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo 
Stiltonix. I’m the captain of the MouseStar 1, 
the most fabumouse spaceship in the 
universe (though to 





be honest, my 
real dream 
is to be a 
writer! ). Now, 
where was I? Oh, 
yes: According to my digital 
calendar, today was the MouseStar 1’s 
annual ME@HANTCAL inspection. 

I was scheduled to tour the ship with 
our mechanic, Sally de Wrench. We would 
closely EXAMINE the motor room, the 


Io AN ANNUAL INSPECTION 


boiler room, the garbage storage room, and 
a ZNVIoM other places. 

Stellar Swiss! I was so MENUS about 
the inspection that my fur was soaked with 
sweat. You probably think I was afraid 
the ship wouldn’t pass the tests! But the 
real reason for my anxiety was Sally de 
Wrench. You see, she is the most Fascinating 
mouse in the entire galaxy, and I have an 
RI ES A E]scrush on her! 
Every time I see her, my legs go as soft as 
cream cheese, my squeak gets stuck in my 
throat, and My brain turns to Brie: 

As I was thinking about Sally, MouseStar 
1’s onboard computer, Hologramix, spoke 


up. 
“Sally de Wretich is waiting for 
you on the lower level!” 


I began to JEEMBLE from the ends of 


my whiskers to the 
tip of my tail. I tried 
to get out of my 
command chair, but 
my paws were heavier 
than wheels of aged 
Parmesan and my 
knees W°BBLED like 
sticks of string cheese. 

Unfortunately, my 
cousin Trap was 
sitting next to me, 
playing space 
checkers against his 
computer. 

“What’s up, Cuz?” 
he asked. “You seem 
stuck!” 

“N-no, it’s nothing,” 
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I stammered, my snout turning red with 
embarrassment. “I was just getting up.” 
Trap took one look at me and figured 
OUT what was going on. 
“Looks like someone is gaerdid to be 
alone with Sally, hmm?” he teased me. 





—__ <r. 
Sweet As HONEY 
ON CHEESE! 


Trap PUSHED me toward the door of 
the command center. 

“Cousin, you are as sweet on Sally 
as honey on cheese,” he said, shaking his 
snout. “But luelxallsy I’m here to help 
you. Let’s go—you don’t want to keep her 
waiting!” 

‘Mousy meteorites! Trap wanted to 
come with me for the inspection. | knew 
he would only make me feel even more 
embarraSSed! But before I could 
protest, my cousin had grabbed me by the 
paw and pushed me into the liFtIIX, the 
special elevator that transports spacemice 





from one floor of our spaceship to another. 


As soon as I stepped into the liftrix, a jet 
of air whisked me down to the lower levels 
of the MouseStar 1. 

“Ahhhh!” I squeaked, caught off guard. 

In one galactic second, I turnmbled 
out of the glass tube and onto the floor of 
the lower level of the spaceship. I was about 
to get up, when... 


BAM 


Trap crashed into me like an out-of- 


orbit meteorite! 












Fis, hated “Whoops,” my cousin 
: squeaked. “Sorry, Geronimo!” 

Before I could GET OUT from 
under him, I heard a sweet 
female voice. 

“Are you okay, GAPTAIN?” 
the voice asked. “What 
happened?” 

Sally de Wrench was 
right in front of me. 





“eh Sweet As HONEY ON CHEESE! 


Holey moon craters! How embarrassing! 
I got to my paws and tried to think of 
something intelligent to say. But as | 
stood there staring at Sally’s big blue eyes, 
my thoughts vanished like CHEESE in a black 
hole! 
Luckily, Trap came to my rescue. 
“A pressure problem inside the liftrix 
ouready, made us lose our BAL@NCE!” he 
PCaptain? —Fibbed, 
a “Oh, my,” Sally replied. “Ill be 
sure to take a look at that later. 








Now, are you ready to begin our 
inspection, Captain?” 
“N-no,” I stuttered. “I mean, 
y-yes!” 
Trap Pinehed me on the tail. 
YIBES! 1 had to get my nerves under 
control! 


Sweet As HONEY ON CHEESE! 2 af 


I cleared my throat and did my best to 
sound confident. 

“Yes, I’m ready!” 

Trap patted me on the shoulder so hard 
| almost fell over again. 

“Good,” he said with a wink. “I'll head 
back to the COMMAND CENTER, then. 
See you later, Cuz!” 

And so I S€G SVT on my inspection of 
the MouseStar 1 with Sally as my guide. She 
explained all the TECHAMICAL details to 
me as we toured the spaceship. Even though 
I’m the captain, I have to admit that I don’t 
have a CLUE about how the ship works! 
It’s a good thing Sally is such an excellent 
mechanic. 

“Well, that’s everything , Captain!” 
Sally announced after we had completed 
our inspection of the craft’s @iR FILFERS. 


“eh Sweet As HONEY ON CHEESE! 


I tried to think of something witty to 
so that I’d get just a little 
more time with Sally, but my mind went 
completely BLLEANK. 

“Um, er, e-e-everything seems to be okay!” 
I stuttered. 

Sally smiled. 

“If you need any further explanations, just 
let me know,” she said kindly. 






Then she shook my paw and 
walked off. 

The touch of her paw made 
me turn fedder than 
the planet Mars. Oh, I’m such a 
hopeless pomantie! 


QB 


Don’t Be Late! 





As soon as I returned to the command 
cenfer, Trap practically jumped on my 
tail. 

“So, how did it go?” he asked. 

“Well, Sally did SHAKE my paw,” I said 
with a sigh. “But I couldn’t think of anything 
intelligent to say!” 

“When’s the next inspection?” Trap asked. 

“Not for another six months,” I replied. 

“But that’s such a LONG time from now!” 
my cousin said with a gasp. 

“That’s the protocol,” I said with a shrug. 
“And I’ll have plenty of time to write my 
novel in the meantime.” 

Trap shook his head. Then he got a 
mischievous egleatn in his eye. That look 


@ Don’t Be Late! 


meant only one thing: (rOULI|a! 

“Wh-what is it?” I asked, suddenly very 
worried. My cousin always seems to come up 
with the most JM/POSSYBLE schemes! 

“Geronimo, what do you say we have a 
nice dinner together tonight?” he asked 
INNOCENTLY. 

“Thanks, but I’m very busy —” I began. 

“Come on!” he said, cutting me off. “We 
can have a FONDUE FEAS#! We never spend 
any quality time together.” 

Hmm. I considered his proposal. The 
MouseStar 1’s chef, Squizzy, does make 
fondue. 

“Oh, all right,” I said. “You convinced 
me! After all, it’s easier to write on a FUE 
stomach.” 

“Meet me at eight at the Space Yum Café,” 
Trap ordered. “And don’t be late!” 


Don’t Be Late! @ 


I headed back to my room to get ready. 
As soon as I opened the door, my personal 
assistant robot, ASSIS'TATRIYX, 
grabbed me, lifted me up, and dropped me 
in my SparvkleMausix shower pod. 

“MELP!> I squeaked. “Let me go!” 

But Assistatrix ignored me. A 
moment later, my fur was being scrubbed, 
rinsed, and dried. 

Then it was time to get dressed. 

“Captain, I suggest you wear a dinner 
jacket and your ¢1@ 
with the galaxies on 







it,” Assistatrix said. 
“Dinner jacket?!” 
I protested. “But 
I’m not going to an 
interstellar gala!” 
“Your cousin advised 

















First the Spary, 
e 


fe) 
Go, 
Oe 


me to dress you 
elegantly:” 
Assistatrix said. 
“But you're my 
personal assistant 
robot, not Trap’s,” 
I replied. “You’re 
supposed to do 
what | —” 
Before I could 
finish my sentence, 
though, Assistatrix 
had slipped the suit 
over my _ head 
and sprayed 
me in a cloud 
a, of COSMIC 
\ CheDDAR, 
COLOGNE! 


Don't Be Late! @ 


Then it nudged me out of my room with 
a firm Shove. 

“Hurry, Captain,” it yelled. “You’re already 
late!” 

I looked around, hoping to catch an 
to the Space Yum Café. 

Then I heard a little voice behind me. 
“UNCLE 6G! You look so elegant!” 

It was my sweet nephew Herijatniri 
and his friend Bugsy Wvu¢gsy! 

“Hi!” I greeted them. “I’m meeting Trap 
for dinner.” 

The mouselets began to giggle. It was 
almost as if they knew something 
I didn’t. 

“Yes, he told us!” Bugsy 





squeaked. 
“Actually, could you bring 
him these?” Benjamin added, 


os 


Don't Be Late! 


handing me a box of Gorgonzola chocolates. 

“But why?” I asked, confused. 

“Um, he forgot them in the command 
room,” Bugsy explained. 

“HUITY, Uncle,” Benjamin squeaked. 
“You don’t want to make, um, 7rap wait!” 

Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin burst into 
giggles again. What was so funny? 

When I arrived at the Space Yum 
Café, Squizzy greeted me at the entrance. 
“Welcome, PaPTaiM!” he said. “Your 
cousin Trap told me to inform you that he 
will arrive in a moment. Meanwhile, please 
come this way!” 

Squizzy led me to a private room in the 
back of the restaurant. A giant WINDOW 
offered a breathtaking view of the @@I@KY. 

“Are you sure this is our table?” I asked, 
stunned. It seemed a little too FATLCY 


Don’t Be Late! @ 


for a quick bite with Trap. 
“Of course, Captain!” Squizzy answered, 
a candle on the table. 
Stellar Swiss! A candle? What was 


going on? 





A Date IN Space! 


A moment later, I heard a sound. I turned 
to see... Sally de Wrench! 
My paws began to sweat and my tail twisted 
into a knot. She looked extraordinary! Her 
long evening :own SHIMAIERED 
in the galaxy light, and her eyes 
SParkled like stars. 
But just a minute! What was she 


Secs Thea? 
«i = 










doing here?! 

We LOOKED at each 
other in silence for a 
second. Then we both 
squeaked at once: 
| “But... where's Trap?” 

“But... where’s 

Thea?” 


A Date In Space! ‘a 


Then I understood: My SNEAKY cousin 
Trap had led me to believe we were going 
to dinner together. But he had arranged for 
me to have dinner with Sally instead. That’s 
why I was so d~eSSed UP! 

And my sister, Thea, must have done the 
same thing to SALLY! 


But eee Where: 





va A Date in Space! 


“So that’s why Thea insisted I look eleaant,” 
Sally said as she sat down at the table with 
me. 

And that’s why Benjamin had given me the 
Gorgonzola chocolates: It was a presemt 
for Sally! With my heart pouridifig, | 
handed her the box. 

“A s-small gift for you,” I stuttered. 

She smiled at me, and I turned BRIGHT 
RED: 

“Thank you!” she said. “You’re quite a 
gentlemouse, Captain!” 

I melted like fondue when I heard the 
compliment. 

“This is a really beautiful view, isn’t it?” 
I asked, trying to keep my whiskers from 
SHAKING as I squeaked. 

“Yes,” Sally agreed, smiling kindly. “Trap 
and Thea certainly went out of their way 


A Date In Space! 





to organize a really mouserific evening 
for us!” 

A moment later, Squizcy arrived with 
our menus. 





SPLATTT! 


After a few moments of awkwaPd 
silence, Sally got the conversation going. 

“So, what do you like to do best, Captain?” 
she asked. 

“Er—well, to tell you the truth, my real 
passion is writing,” I admitted. 

“Wow!” Sally exclaimed. “I had no idea. 
What are you working on?” 

“tts a NOVEL called —” 

But before I could finish my sentence... 


SPLATTT! 


Something slimy and sludgy splattered 
against the window of the dining room! I 
decided to ignore it. | wouldn’t let that goopy 
slime interfere with my romantic dinner! 


SPLAtTTT! 
2 > 


“As I was saying,” I continued. “I’m 
writing a novel about spacemice. I’m still on 
the first chapter —” 


DAE! SPIBSH! GOP! 


Sally and I turned toward the window. 





Hundreds of objects in all shapes and 
sizes were speeding straight toward the 
MouseStar 1! 

A moment later, Hologramix appeared 
in the air in front of us. 

“YELLOW ALERT! YELLOW 
ALERT! YELLOW ALERT!” 
Hologramix shouted. 

Martian mozzarella! A yellow alert? That 
meant there was a real BMEPYCILCY. We 
were in danger! 

“Our spaceship is passing through a 
galaxy cluster of unidentified objects,” 











SPLaAtTTT! 


Hologramix explained. “Captain, 
get to the CONtLO] LOOM 
right away!” 

How unlucky! A yellow 
alert right in the middle 
of my dinner with Sally! 

“I’m sorry, Sally,” I said 





with a sigh. “But I really 
have to go.” 

“Don’t worry, Captain,” she replied 
quickly. “I’m happy to come with you! I’ll 
help you figure out what those objects are.” 

We hopped in an astrotaxi and ZOOMED 
toward the command center. When we 
stepped into the room, everyone turned to 
look at us. 

Trap and Thea winked at me, Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy giggled under their 
whiskers, and Grandfather William looked 


SPLAtTTT! 
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ANGARIER than a cosmocat with space fleas! 
“What took you so , Grandson?” 
my grandfather grumbled. “And look how 
you’re dressed. Don't tell me that you 
were at a faracy gala while our spaceship 
is splashing through a sea of space junk!” 
“Um, hello, Grandfather!” I replied, not 
sure what else I should say. 
“Why aren’t you ever at your post when 








SPLaAtTTT! 


there’s an EMERGENCY?” he continued to 
berate me. 

“Don’t be €ANQGPY, sir,” Sally intervened. 
“Your grandson was at dinner with me.” 

Suddenly, my grandfather changed his 
attitude. 

“Oh, excuse me!” he replied. “Well, 
everyone deserves a night off every now and 
then, right?” 

Incredible! Sally had managed to defend 
me successfully to my grandfather! 

“Of course,” Sally agreed. “Now, let’s 
get to more important issues: Did you say 
something earlier about SIP/ACIE WONT?” 

“Yes!” Grandfather replied. “Space junk 
is WITFTING us at top speeds!” 


_ yj, 
WatcH Out: 
JUNK AHE~AD! 





Space jumk? What was my grandfather 
talking about? 

“Space junk is a conglomeration of 
many unwanted objects that 


Ti 
° be p reg, 
. Se 


are floating through space,” 
explained Professor Greenfur, 
MouseStar 1’s resident 
scientist. 


Sally NODDED in 


agreement and squeaked, 





“I think I saw a piece of an 
old motor!” ' w. 


7 
But RObOtixX, the ship’s know-it-all 
multipurpose robot, corrected her. 


Bijan WatcH Out: JUNK AHEAD! 


“To be precise, it was a piece of an 
INTERSTELLAR WAVE antenna,” he said. 

“Are we in danger?” I asked. I was 
worried about my ship and its crew. 
“Not if we remain STILL» Thea 

explained. “That’s why I already 


uid ks! 
co™ wee? 
x w 
vow? 


turned off the motors. But if 
we start up the ship again, 
a piece of metal could 
DAMAGE the external 
hull!” 
“Well, what do we do 
MOW?” Trap asked 
impatiently. “Wait until the 
junk floats away?” 
“Yes, but that could 
take days, or even weeks!” 


Professor Greenfur 
replied. 
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Solar Smoked Gouda! We had 
to come up with another solution. 

Suddenly, I remembered something I’d 
seen during the inspection that morning. 

“We could collect the garbage and 
recycle it using the Stellar Garbage 
Sortrix,”! suggested. 

“That’s a great idea!” Benjamin exclaimed. 
“We learned all about recycling in school. 


STELLAR GARBAGE | 
SORTRIX 
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Instead of THROWING all the garbage out, 
the Sortrix will divide it up based on the 
material it’s made of. Then it can be broken 
down and turned into new 6Bjects.” 

Professor Greenfur did some calculations. 
“We should be able to clean everything up 
and get moving again in about three galactic 
hours!” 

Everyone cheered. 

“Well done, Grandson,” my grandfather 
said, a look of Seba ease on 
his snout. “I knew there was a reason I 
appointed you captain of this spaceship!” 

I couldn’t believe it. Was Grandfather 
really complinenting me? That only happened 
once in a blue-cheese moon. 

“Um, wow! Thanks,” I replied, still 
stunned. 

But then Grandfather continued. “Since 
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you had such a Sreat idea, Geronimo, 
I elect you to be the official space junk 
collector!” 

Ah, | Knew it was too good to be true! 

“Come on, Cuz,” Trap said confidently. 
“T’ll come with you! A bit of exercise 
will be good for us!” 

“But I suffer from terrible Space 
Sick #€ss whenever I go ona space walk!” 
I squeaked in protest. 

“Aw, you'll be fine,” Trap replied. 

There was nothing I could do. A few 
moments later, | was wearing a spacesuit 
and headed off into the cosmos to pick up 
the RASH! 

Soon I heard Sally’s voice through a 
microphone in my helmet. 

“When you're ready, I'll activate the 
VACUUM,” she explained. “You'll use it to 
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suck UB all the space junk.” 

“Ready!” Trap squeaked immediately. 

I was still trying to figure out how my 
spacesuit worked, but it was too late. 

The vacuum was already on, and the tube 
had wrapped itself around me! 

“Grab the handle, Geronimo!” Trap yelled. 

HANdILe? I reached out and tried to 
AIM the tube toward a mass of garbage. 
But my paw ended up at the mouth of the 
tube instead, and I was nearly sucked inside. 

“Trap, heeeeeelp!” I squeaked in t@PFOr. 

Luckily, he quickly came to my rescue. 

Then a piece of trash got stuck in the tube 
and Sally had to reverse the flow to get it 
out. But I didn’t move in time—and I was 
blasted with a spray of liquid garbage. 

Mousey meteorites, what a day! 
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WHOSE TRASH Is IT? 


Once we had successfully vacuumed up 
all the trash, Trap and I REFURNED to the 
command center. 

“Great work, team!” Thea cheered. Then 
she turned the MouseStar 1’s motors 
back on and we began moving again. 

“I wonder where all that trash came 
from,” Professor Greenfur mused. 

“Well, if you had ever thought to ask your 
resident robot genius for help, you might 
know the answer,” Robotix replied in a very 
ANNOYED tone. “But no. Instead you rely 
on that digital fur-faced Allusion that 
appears and disappears whenever it wants!” 

Sure enough, in an instant, Hologramix 


appeared. 
6 
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“How dare you!” 4 
e 
the computer fae ae er 
&“ cy Ww 
countered. “I . 






resolve seven fm 
hundred forty- ~ 
nine queries | 
every second!” 
“And yet 
you don’t know 
how to identify a simple 
piece of garbage: 
Robotix replied in a huff. 
Somehow, Trap managed to caltin the 
two of them. They never missed a chance to 


fight about which one was a more developed 


form of artificial intelligence. 
Once they had stopped AP GULNG, I took 
Robotix’s bait. 


“Robotix, do you know where the space 
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junk came from?” I asked. 

The robot looked at me with Satisfaction. 

“Of course!” he replied. “The trash is from 
Planet Cleanix, Captain! It’s easy to figure it 
out: Just look at the pieces of metal out 
there.” 

“Huh?” I asked, confused. Robotix just 
sighed and shook his head. 

“My memory bank contains a list of all 
the robotics that have ever been produced 
in this GALANY,” Robotix explained. “And 
these pieces come from Cleanix!” 

“So all the trash must be from Cleanix,” 
Trap concluded. “St@LLAr SWiASS, what 
littermice!” 

“It’s true,” Professor Greenfur confirmed 
a moment later. “I calculated’ the 
tvajectary of the garbage, and the planet 
Cleanix is located right in this part of the 
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galaxy, so it all makes sense!” 

“Okay, we now know Cleanix has a 
garbage-disposal problem,” I said 
with a yawn. “Now if you'll excuse me, I 
really need to get some Sleep. It’s very late 
and I’m so fif€d. And tomorrow —” 

“Tomorrow we head to Cleanix!” 
Grandfather William interrupted. “This 
galaxy belongs to all of us, and everyone 
must work together to keep it CLIBA@.” 

“Of course,” I agreed. “But we already 
cleaned up the mess ourselves.” 

“That doesn’t matter!” Grandfather 
explained. “It is our DUTY to understand 
what’s happening there. Maybe they could 
use our hELP Isn’t that right, Captain?” 

“Y-yes, of course,” I said quickly. 

Sally agreed as well. 

“It’s true,” she said. “That floating garbage 


Io WHOSE TRASH Is IT? 


could be really DANGEROUS for other 
op: the Planet c/, spaceships! We need 
ot Mix, t d i 
Ss ~ ' o do something 
about it right away.” 
Our Mission was 
clear. 





“Spacemice, tomorrow 
morning, we leave for 
s 
Cleanix:” 





SPARKLY CLEAN 
SPARKLINA 





At seven the next morning, the whole 
MouseStar 1 crew was in the command 
center and ready to ga. 

I cleared my throat. 

“Thea, are all systems ready?” 


“ 


“Then let’s 


” my sister replied. 
head toward Cleanix at 






I ordered. 

When we neared the planet, Thea slowed 
down the ship so that she could maneuver 
around large haps of garbage that were 
floating in space. 

Suddenly, Benjamin pointed at something 
outside the spaceship. 


@ SPARKLY CLEAN SPARKLINA 


“Look, Uncle!” he squeaked. “You can see 
Cleanix. Doesn’t it look ODD?” 
I peeked out the enormouse command 
center window. Sure enough, 
the planet was straight 
2 __/\.4— ahead of us. Half of it 
| | was unusually bright 
and sparkly, while 
the other half was 
vi wrapped in a GREENISH 





Fs 
Rade a “How strange!” I agreed. 
Th cee 


“Hologramix, what do you know 
about this planet and its inhabitants?” 

The computer responded instantly: “Half 
the planet is populated by Cleanix aliens, 
while the other half is umimhabited. 
Cleanix aliens are known for their excellent 
manners and extreme cleanliness.” 


SPARKLY CLEAN SPARKLINA 


I breathed a SASh of relief. Maybe we 
would finally have a PE ACU! mission! 

“We have reached the safety distance from 
the planet,” Thea announced. “The landing 
ship is BBBBBEEB. and I’ve alerted 
the Cleanix aliens to our arrival.” 

“Great work!” I exclaimed. “Trap and 
Thea, put on your spacesuits and get ready 
for our MISSION!” 

I felt a tug at my sleeve, and I looked down 
into the Wide eyes of my sweet nephew. 

“Uncle, can we come, too?” he asked. 
“We learned all about the capital of Cleanix 
in school. Spark1ina is a very high-tech 
city, and we would really (ove to see it!” 

I looked at Benjamin and Bugsy. They 
were so BYCiEEd! And it did seem like it 
would be a pretty sale excursion. 

“Okay,” I replied. “But you have to 


® 


os 


SPARKLY CLEAN SPARKLINA 


promise you'll stay near us the entire 
time. Agreed?” 

“OF Course, uncle G!” they replied in 
unison. 

“Then I guess we're all ready to —” 

I was interrupted by a METALLIGE voice: 

“Captain, you aren’t forgetting about me, 
are you?” 

I turned to see Robotix glaring at me as 
SMGKE billowed out of his air vents. 
Galactic Gorgonzola! He was furious. 

“I’m the one who told you where the 
trash was coming from,” he reminded me. 
“So | insist that I come on this mission!” 

“Um, yes, of course, Robotix,” I reassured 
him. “You’ll come, too!” 

So we all boarded the space pod, our 
small landing ship, and headed for 


Sparklina! 


4 ____ 
How EMBARRASSING! 


Sparklina was a truly FANTASTIE city. 
There were tall, shiny towers; superclean 
streets; and large, colorful signs everywhere. 
Everything shitntn¢ere€d. Honestly, it was 
all a bit much for my taste. | wished I had 
remembered to wear my sunglasses! 

We flew over the city and then headed 
to the spaceport. A delegation of Cleanix 
aliens were waiting there to meet us. They 
had put out a velvet earpeb for us, and there 
was a FLOQ@+{NG table filled with delectable 
space freats: 

As soon as we landed, a tall, elegantly 
dressed alien approached us. He smelled 
strongly of my favorite cologne: Cheesy 
Moon Craters No. 5. 


Fecieanixalic 
a ‘en 
Ss! 


Wet? welcome 
ome} 











W, 
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“Iam the emperor, Samuel Sparkle,” 
he introduced himself. “Welcome to Cleanix, 
dear friends!” 

I was a bit embarrassed by all the 
splendor, but I tried to assume a tone that 
was appropriate for the occasion. 

“We spacemice are pleased to meet you,” I 


replied. “Thank you for the warm welcome! 


1am Geronimo Stiltonix, the captain of 








How EmBARRASSING! . af 


the MouseStar 1.” 

“Psst, Geronimo!” Trap whispered in my 
ear. “While you’re handling the pleasantries, 
we're going to go nibble on some snacks, 
okay?” 

I didn’t have a chance to respond because 
my cousin was already dashing toward 
the table and snatching up whatever his 





paws could reach. 
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3 How EMBARRASSING! 


I was so embarrassed, I turned as red as 
the planet Mars! 

“Umm... y-you must, er, excuse them,” | 
explained sheepishly. “It’s been a long trip.” 

The emperor smiled. “No problem!” he 
replied. “But tell me, Wal brings you here?” 

Thea stepped forward. “During our 
galactic travels, we drove right into a stream 
of GARBAGE that almost damaged 
our spaceship,” she explained. “The garbage 
seemed to be coming from your planet. Do 
you know anything about this?” 

The emperor lost his sparkling smile 
immediately. 

“IT don’t know what you’re talking about,” 
he replied Chpyihy. ‘Sparklina is the 
cleanest and most orderly city in the entire 
galaxy!” 

BLACK HOLEY GALAXIES! We had 


\4 
How EMBARRASSING! ‘S 


irritated him. I tried to be a bit more 
diplomatic than Thea had been. 

“Please excuse us,” I explained. “We didn’t 
mean to question your cleanliness: 
We’re just trying to understand where the 
garbage is coming from.” 

The emperor’s SOUT! expression didn’t 
change. 

“Um, when we arrived, we also noticed 
that half your planet is surrounded by a 
gfe enish fog,” I pointed out, 
trying again. “Is everything 
okay on Cleanix?” 

“That half is uninhabitable!” 
Emperor Sparkle replied 
quickly. “Don’t worry about 
it! Now, my _ daughter, 
SHIMMER, will show you _ 







around our city.” 





W, 
+3 How EMBARRASSING! 


At that moment, a very elegant alien 
stepped forward. Even ‘Trap stopped 
snacking for a moment to say hello. 

“It would be an honor to show you 
around our fair city,” Shimmer said 
smoothly. “Please FOLLILOW me and we 
can start the tour right away!” 

“We’re coming,” my cousin Trap replied 
quickly, his snout stwffed with food. 
How fPvude! 

But Shimmer wasn’t insulted. Instead, she 
looked amused! 

“Farewell, spacemice,” the emperor said. 
“I will be happy to meet with you again after 
your tour. But one bit of advice: Don’t waste 
your time thinking about garbage. Why 
don’t you concentrate on shopping for some 
NEW SPACESUITS? You could use them!” 

[looked at my spacesuit, CONfUSEL. Sure, 
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it was a little bit worn, but it was still totally 
functional. Plus I really liked it! 
Meanwhile, at the emperor’s signal, a 
ROBOT had immediately started vacuuming 
up the dirt on the carpet—and all the 
leftover food on the table! 
“Uncle, they threw everything away!” 


Benjamin exclaimed in WHO 


surprise. 
What a waste! [0K 





waste! 








SUPERSHINY, 
SUPERSPARKLY, 
SUPERCLEAN! 


The tour of Spark lina began on a long 
street that crossed the whole city. It was 
decorated with all kinds of monuments. 

“Farther down this street you can admire 
the statue of my grandfather, Reginald 
Shiny,” Shimmer told us. 

As I studied the sparkly statue—which 
was decorated with DIAMONDS and 
other precious stones—I thought I saw a 
small, very DNIREY, and very rusty robot 
dart around a corner. 

GALAeTIe GorconzoLAs How was that 
possible? Everything on Cléariix 





seemed to be brand-new. 

I was about to follow the robot when Trap 
distracted me. 

“G, I can’t take it anymore!” he whined. 
“These statues are so boring. They’re all 
the same!” 

“Ssihinih!’ | whispered under my 
whiskers. “Have a little more patience wrens 








va SUPERSHINY, SUPERSPARKLY, GUPERCLEAN! 


Unfortunately, Shimmer had heard him, 
but strangely, she didn’t get mad. She 
actually started to laugh: 

“Trap is right. That’s enough of these 
boring statues!” she said. “I just had an 
idea: I’ll take you to a place that’s much 
more fim!” 

“Sounds great!” Trap cheered. 

A few minutes later, we found ourselves 
in front of a supertall, supershiny, 
SUPERSPARKLY, and obviously 
sup erelean building: 

Shimmer led us to the entrance. 

“Welcome to the Cosmic Mega Mall,” she 
said proudly. “It’s the larg €St shopping 
mall in the universe. You can find products 
from every corner of the galaxy.” 

Martian mozzarella! that place 
wasn’t just big —it was immense! 


SUPERSHINY, SUPERSPARKLY, surencssn ie 


There were luxury stores everywhere. 
Extremely ele nols Cleanix aliens were 
coming and going, their bags filled with 
clothes, food, and objects of all kinds. 

“But what are they going to do with all 
this SGUF 2?” Trap asked, stunned. 

“The Cleanix people like constantly 
changing our clothes, furniture, computers, 
and spaceships,” she explained. “We love 
everything NEW!” 

“But what do you do with the old objects?” 

“We throw them away,” Shimmer replied 
simply. “We aren’t INTERESTED in 
things once they are used.” 

As Shimmer spoke, | watched an alien 
leavin one store with tons of bags. She 
stopped to take off her jacket—and she 
threw it into a floating trash can, and then 
put on a new jacket she had just bought! 


: 


~~ am, | = 
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Only then did I notice that the shopping 
mall was full of floating trash cans and 
PODORS that were gathering 
everything the Cleanix aliens were throwing 
away. 

I was pretty sure I had an idea where all 
that trash ended up. But when I turned to 
ask Shimmer, she was dragging Trap toward 
a custom-made clothing boutique. 

“You'll look so great in something 
COLORFUL and NEW!” Shimmer told 
my cousin. 

Meanwhile, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
had spotted a ViDE© GAME store. 

“See you later, Uncle G!” they called with 
a wave as they raced toward it. 

I looked around for | ha and saw her 
entering a gigantic vehicle shop to look at 
the latest spaceship models. 


SUPERSHINY, GSUPERSPARKLY, Suess ge 


It seemed as if everyone had abandoned 
me. Even Robotix was in a robot accessories 
store! I could see him ARGUING with 
a shop clerk about something. 

I was on my own. What should I do? | 
thought. I looked at the hologram M€@p of 
the mall. My eyes lit up when I saw that 
there was a bookstore on the seventh floor. 

Mousy tre beorib<es? | had to 
get there right away! 


SOMETHING 
STINKS... 


I went UP a series of escalators floor 
by floor (luckily there was no liftrix on 
Cleanix!). I was almost at the seventh floor 
when, through a ShOpWINHOW, I noticed 
something flying around outside. 

As I wondered what it was... 

BaNe! 

I found myself lying on the floor in pain. 
While I had been busy looking out the 
window, the escalator had come to an @-E! 

As I got back to my paws, I spotted a 
small, ditty, BGGIGIEY robot dart 
behind a trash can. It was the same one I 
had seen earlier on the city’s main street! 


SOMETHING STINKS .. . ‘«* 


The robot tried to zoom away, but I quickly 
grabbed him. 

“Who are you?” I asked. “You’re 
different from the other robots 
around here.” 

The robot looked around suspiciously. 

“I’m a spy!” he said. “I’m following 
YOU to figure out if you’re a friend or an 
enemy!” 

“Enemy?” I asked NERVOUSLY. «Whose 
enemy?” 

“You might be an enemy of the rebel robots 
who have been thrown away like garbage!” 
the creature said proudly. “We’re preparing 





SOMETHING STINKS... 


for an invasion. We want the Cleanix aliens 
to understand that they can’t just toss us 
aside.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, very 
curious. 

“First they sent all the robots they didn’t 
want anymore to the other half of the 
planet,” he explained. “Now they’ve started 
launching us into space with their Galactic 
Garbage Shooter!” 

“Galactic what?” I asked, perplexed. 

“If you go to the top floor —” 

But before the spy robot could finish 
his sentence, one of the garbage robots 
approached. 

‘Gildas robot trash detected,” 
the garbage robot said in a MEFALLIC voice. 
“Vacuum immediately!” 

Then he vacuumed up the little robot 







ot <infecting! 


before turning to \» 


face me. 
“Contamination 
detected!” the ° 


robot said. “Begin 
disinfecting!” 

I didn’t have 
time to move a 








paw before I was 
covered from ears — 
to tail in white 
foam. A second 
later, a stream of . 
HOT air dried me aave 3 good day; 
off. ‘ony 

“Have a good day, i et 
sir!” the robot said 
when the cleaning 
was complete. 


SOMETHING STINKS... 


Stinky space cheese, what was 
that about? 

First the dusty little Spy robot, then 
the garbage robot with his Vacuutning 
and DISINFECFING devices . . . something 
strange was going on! 

Suddenly, I remembered what the spy 
robot had told me before he was vacuumed 
up: 

“If you go to the top floor...” 

So I went to the top of the building, 
where I found a panoramic terrace with a 
Beautiful view of the entire city. 

oan | I didn’t notice anything 
S1fONOE at all. But then I looked through 
one vale the telescopes mounted around the 





edge of the roof. What I saw made me jump 
back in shock. In the distance, an enormouse 
catapult was shoot ing mounds of objects 


SOMETHING STINKS... 
Sonate Somes ..._ 9 


into orbit. It was the 
Galactic Garbage 
Shooter the spy 
robot had been 
taking about! 

Brack Holey 
GaLayies! It was 


true! The Cleanix aliens 






launched their garbage 
into space! 

I had to return immediately to the others 
to tell them what I had discovered! 
When I arrived back on the ground floor, 
the first one I found was Robotix. 

“Captain!” he greeted me. “Look at my 
NEW antenna! I had to negotiate for a 
while, but —” 

“Yes, yes, that’s very nice,” I interrupted. 
“Have you seen the others? It’s itepertartt!” 


SOMETHING STINKS... 


At that moment, Thea popped out of the 
store she had been in. 
“I’m right here, G!” she called excitedly. 









“I just bought a supercomfortable 
space scooter. It’s parked right 
outside...” 

“Okay, okay,” I replied 
quickly. “But where are 
i Benjamin and Bugsy?” 
“Uncle!” squeaked a 

small voice behind 
me. “Look what we 
wow!” 


The two mouselets 





showed me a copy of the 
latest popular VIDEO GAME. 
“Great,” I said. “Now, where’s Trap?” 
‘SIERE FT AFI Cuz'” my cousin 


shouted. “So, how do I look?” 


SOMETHING STINKS... ‘ 
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I turned around and saw Trap dressed in a 
new Sparkly Gold spacesuit. 

“Terrific,” I replied. “Do you know where 
SHIMMER iso” 

“Oh, she went to buy some new shoes,” 
Trap explained. “She was wearing a pair she 
got yesterday, but she thinks the STYLES 
have changed already.” 

I was RELIEVED to hear that the emperor’s 
daughter was busy somewhere else. I turned 
to my friends and lowered my voice. Then I 
told them about my @RG@URICP with 
the spy robot and about what I had Sem 
from the top floor of the building. 

“This story stinks!” Thea exclaimed when 
I had finished. “And it’s not just because it’s 
about Zarbag¢! The emperor didn’t tell us 
the TROT when we asked. I wonder 
what else he’s hiding!” 


AN UNAUTHORIZED 
EXPEDITION 


Thea and I had just made a plan to do some 
investigating when Shimmer returned 
with four new pairs of shoes. Everyone 
showed her their purchases. 

“I knew you’d like it here!” she said, 
smiling brightly. “No one can resist the allure 
of the shopping mall! But now we need to 
return to the imperial palace. My father will 
be [7] EIB EI if we’re late.” 

Thea and I exchanged a glance. We had to 
SLiP AWAY! Suddenly, I had an idea. 

“Speaking of your dad, uh, I’m a little 


SDEIPIPASS@G, about these clothes,” 


I told Shimmer, gesturing toward my 


AN UNAUTHORIZED EXPEDITION pit 


crumpled spacesuit. “I’d love to buy 
a new outfit before we head back.” 

“Of course, Captain!” she quickly agreed. 
“I didn’t want to offend you, but that 
Spacesuit you’re wearing belongs in the 
trash: Come on, I know a great store —” 

“No, no,” Thea quickly intervened. “I'll 
go with him because, uh, | know what he 
likes!” 


“And these two mouselings aapPy ShOPPing! 
®» 





and I didn’t get a chance to « 
stop at the CANDY shop,” 
Trap added. “Would you come. 
with us, Shimmer?” 
“Definitely!” she said. “As 
long as we don’t take too long, 
we'll get back to the palace 
om time. Let’s meet back here in a bit. 


HAPPY SHOPPING!’ 


Bijan AN UNAUTHORIZED EXPEDITION 


As soon as Shimmer was out of sight, 
Thea and I headed toward the spaceport, 
where our space pod was parked. 

Before we could reach our ship, though, 
an alien from the itnperial guard 
stepped in front of us. 

“Hold it right there, spacemice!” the guard 

@en Ordered. “You cannot use your spaceship 







without the emperor’s authorization.” 
ywerisht = HOLeY sPaCE Swiss! 
wer Now what? 
But Thea was 
i 4? P cenared, She 
~ i aN put on a friendly 
Smule. 
“Won't you 


TE 


please help us?” 
she asked sweetly. 
@e “We just need to 
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run back up to the MouseStar 1 to get the rest 
of our crew. This mallisS0 wonderful, 
we wanted to give our friends a chance to 
experience it for themselves.” 

“I’m sorry, but I cannot let you pass,” the 
suard responded SEVERELY. “Emperor's 
orders.” 





“I don’t think the emperor would be 
happy if he knew that you re fused 
friendly guests the right to go shopping,” 
Thea said slyly. “We had heard that the 
hospitality on Cleanix was the best in the 
entire universe. But it turns out that’s not 
true. How disappointing!” 

The guard looked flustered. 

“Oh, well...1...umm...” he mumbled. 
After a moment of hesitation, he finally 
stepped aside. 

“Go ahead,” he said quickly. 


Bijan, AN UNAUTHORIZED EXPEDITION 


We scooted past him immediately, thrilled 
at our GOOD LUCK. 

“Way to go, Thea!” I said as we hopped 
into the space pod. 

Thea immediately pointed our spacecraft 
toward the part of the planet surrounded by 
GREEN FOG. We saw black mountains and 
dark gray clouds on the horizon. 

What an USLY landscape. We were 
flying over an enormouse garbage dump: 
Trash was piled up as far as the eye 
could see. There were scraps of 
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metal, computers, clothes, furniture, robots, 
spaceships, and more. 

“It’s so sad,” Thea said, shaking her snout. 
“How could they do this to their planet?” 

Suddenly, I noticed some M°VEMENT 
under one of the heaps of trash. 

“Thea, use the ZOOM scope on that 
patch of garbage!” I said, pointing to the 
spot below us. . agit el 
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We were shocked by what appeared on the 
SCREEN. Hundreds of discarded robots 
were emerging from the trash! 

“What’s going on?” Thea asked. “It looks 
like the trash is coming to life!” 

I remembered the spy robot’s words: 
“We’re preparing for an invasion...” 

Galactic Gorgonzola! This wasn’t good. 

“Thea, I’m afraid these rebel robots are 
about to invade Sparklina,” I said, worried. 
I quickly reminded her of what the SPY 
robot had told me back at the shopping mall. 

“Oh no!” Thea cried. “The Cleanix aliens 
haven’t treated those discarded robots —or 
their planet—very well. But there has to 
be another SOlutiom. We need to warn 
the emperor about their plan to 


Sparklina!” 


___ oP 


Stop RIGHT THERE, 
SPACEMICE! 


With our motors at full gpeed, we headed 
back to Sparklina. But as soon as we got out 
of our space pod, a member of the imperial 
suard intercepted us. 

“Spacemice, you are UCEf affeSt by order 
of the emperor,” he said harshly. “You flew 
your spacecraft over the PROHIBITED area!” 

“U-under 9-9aprest?” I stuttered. “But 
we have extremely important information 
to —” 

“Silence!” the guard ordered. “Now follow 
me to the imperial palace!” 


STINKY SPACE CHEESE! 


This was just what we needed! 





STop RIGHT THERE, SPACEMICE! 
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As we followed the 
guard, I carefully 


activated my Wrist 


communicator and 
called Trap. 


“Cousin, we’ve been 
arrested!” I whispered so 
the guard couldn’t hear. “Where are you?” 

He responded immediately. 

“We’re imprisoned in the emperor's palace,” 
he explained quickly. “He found out that you 
took the space pod to SNOOP on the other 
side of the planet, and he came after us!” 

“We found a bunch of discarded rebellious 
robots,” I told Trap. “We think they’re about 
to invade Sparklina and —” 

I was interrupted by sudden shouts. | 
turned and saw some Cleanix aliens running 


at top speed. 


The rebel robots 
had already entered 
the city! 

In the distance, 
I saw a Pusted 
robot squirting @i! 
on buildings. A bit 
farther off, an old 
garbage truck 
was pouring its 
contents out onto the 
street and sidewalks. 
Another robot made 
out of HOUSEHOLD 
APPLIANCES = was 
blaring music that 
was so loud and 
high-pitched, 


it was breaking 
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windows all around us! 

Suddenly, a shadow fell over me. I 
turned and saw an enormouse rebel robot 
made of MACHINE parts moving toward me 
threateningly. 

Shoobirig stars? I was in trouble! 

A moment before I was crushed by the 
robot, Thea pulled me out of the way. 

I was TREMBLING from the ends 
of my whiskers to the tip of my tail. I had 
almost LOSt My Fur! 

“Thanks, Thea!” I gasped. “Just one 
astrosecond later and I would have been as 
flat as a fur-covered flying saucer!” 

“No problem, G!” she said with a wink. 
“Where did the guard go?” 

“He ran,” I explained. “He must have been 
SCaRED!” 

“Well, that’s good news for us,” Thea 
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replied. “Let’s get to the emperor’s palace 
immediately... The rebel robots are heading 
that way!” 
When we reached the palace, though, 
we realized we were EG:@: E@EE. The 
rebel robots had already arrived! The 







palace entrance was covered in broken 
glass and metal. 
WHAT A GALACTIC MESS! 








YOU RE FINALLY 
Here, Captain! 





Thea and I entered the imperial palace 
BIE GIER. keeping an eye out for the 
rebel robots. The building was almost 
completely DE§ T R@YED: There was broken 
glass everywhere, and statues were in pieces. 

“It’s completely empty,” Thea observed. 
“Where are the Cleanix aliens? And where 
are our friends?” 

At that moment, we heard noises above 
us. We Climbed some stairs and found 
an imperial guard tied up with electrical 
cords. 

“What happened?” Thea asked as we 


freed him. 





“Those recycled ROBOTS 
CaPFURED the emperor, his wife, 
and their daughter,” the guard 









explained. “They want to throw 
them into space!” 

Oh no! It sounded like the 
robots were planning to get their 
revenge on the Cleanix aliens 









You're FINALLY HERE, CAPTAIN! 





for flinging them into space with their 
Galactic Garbage Shooter. 

“The leader of the rebel robots is one 
of the emperor’s old personal-computer 
robots,” the guard explained. “He said he 
wants to take hack the city.” 

Things were starting to make more 
Sense. The recycled robots wanted to 
live in Sparklina instead of being thrown 
away and tossed into space! 

“Maybe the SPAC@EMICE can help 
settle the dispute,” I told the guard. 

“Great idea, Captain,” Thea agreed. “But 
first we need to free our friends.” 

The guard seemed to IFUST us. 

“The other spacemice are locked in the 
basement,” he said. “Follow me!” 

We hurried down to a large met] door. 
The guard punched a code on a keypad, 


® 
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You're FINALLY Here, Captain! 





and the door PURSE open. There were our 
friends! 

“It’s so good to see you, Uncle!” Benjamin 
said, giving me a little PECK on the snout. 

“It’s about time!” Trap exclaimed. “I was 
starting to get a little hungry.” 

“Well, you may still have to wait,” I told 
him. “A lot has been happening!” 

“Of course, some of us already know 
that,” Robotix said in an ANNOYED 
tone. “Thanks to my new antenna, I’ve 
been Eigt@ning ER on the rebel robots’ 
conversations.” 

“Really?” Thea asked, her ears perking 
up. “What are they saying?” 

“The robots and all the other electronics 
discarded by the Cleanix aliens have 
organized,” he explained. “They want to 
prove that they’re still , and 








that it isn’t right to 
just throw them in the 
ERAS” 

It was just as I had 
thought! But there was 
one thing that I didn’t 
understand. 

“I thought I sawa 
robot made out of 
kitchen appliances,” 
I told Robotix. 
“Who built it? Did the 
rebel robots put it together 
by themselves?” 

“Of course!” Robotix said. He sounded 
insulted. “The Cleanix aliens tossed out very 
sophisticated artisanal robots that 
were still in working order. And robots are 
very INTELLTGENT, you know!” 


os 
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“We have to do SUMBTHING,” Thea said. 
“There’s no time to lose!” 

“We need to get to the Galactic Garbage 
Shooter immediately,” I agreed. “If the 
Cleanix aliens and the rebel robots have any 
chance of working things out, we have to 
first O@OWS the emperor and his family!” 

The guard led LS to the palace garage, 
where the SUPERLUXURIOUS (but 
supertiny!) imperial spaceship was parked. 

“We won't all fit in there!” I squeaked. 

Trap pushed me inside unceremoniously. 

“Stop complaining!” he scolded me. “We 
just need to Squeeze!” 





gy 
READY TO LAUNCH! 


We flew over the city, which was much less 
bright and sparkly since the robot attack. 

“There it is!” Benjamin exclaimed when 
the Galactic Garbage Shooter appeared 
before us. 

SoLar swokep Goupa! Thousands of 
robots were milling around! 

We landed on a small hill and slowly made 
our way through the robots. They didn’t 
seem to care about us at all. Instead, they 
were all looking at the Galactic Garbage 
Shooter. 

Unfortunately, the recycled robots were 
SO TALL, I wouldn’t have been able to see 
a comet even if it had flown right over my 


head! 


ov 52° anything? 





“Trap, let me 
climb up on your 
shoulders,” I told 
my cousin. “That 
way I can SEE 
what’s going on!” 

“Great idea, 
Cuz,” Trap replied. 

But even from the 
top of his shoulders, 
I couldn’t see worth 
a crumb of cheese! 

“Benjamin, CLIMB 
up on top of Mmy 
shoulders!” I told 
my nephew. 

“Sure, Uncle!” he 
replied, scurrying to 
the top. 
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“Can you see anything?” I asked. 

“Yup!” Benjamin squeaked. “The robots 
are loading the emperor and his daughter 
into the Galactic Garbage Shooter!” 

Slimy space Swiss! We had to act fast. 

“Run, Trap!” I called down to my cousin. 
“We need to STOP those robots!” 

Trap dashed through the crowd as 
Benjamin and I WOBBLRO back and forth. 
Just as we were about to lose our fur by 
tumbling off Trap’s shoulders, we reached 
the Galactic Garbage Shooter. The rebel 
robot leader was about to give the order to 
shoot! 

“STOP!” I squeaked. 

The robot leader turned to us in surprise. 

“It’s those funny aliens who arrived this 
morning!” he said. “Who are you and what 
are you doing here?” 
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“We are SPACE MICE, and we came here 
to track down the source of all that junk 
floating in space,” I replied. 

“You’re at the source,” the robot leader 
said. “The junk comes from this Zarbag¢ 
Shooter, which the emperor of Sparklina 
invented. The 
throw away things constantly —including 
robots! — to make room for newer models. 

And they do it by shooting 
the trash into space. 

I worked for the 

emperor for months, 


eror’s faul¢; 
we emP 2 


but he threw me 
away just like 
everything else. He 
replaced me with a 





newer model with an 


UNDERWATER feature!” 
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“That’s terrible,” I said sympathetically. 

“No, it’s PEGEGUEGUS!” the robot 
exclaimed. “There are no oceans, lakes, 
or rivers on Cleanix. So it’s a wseless 
feature! And I still work! It’s been the same 
for all these robots, too.” 

He gestured toward the other rebel robots. 

“It’s true!” cried a robot made of 


SPACESHIP parts. “I was thrown away 


because my owner didn’t 9 away 
‘ ‘ lor! 
like my COLOF anymore! my ° 







“And I was thrown 
away and replaced by 
a model with S1X 
scTreeNs instead 
of five!” another <f 
robot shouted. 

“You're right to 
be angry, but maybe 
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there’s another S@LT#£OWN to the problem,” 
I suggested gently. “Sending the emperor 
and his family into space won’t change 
the way the other Cleanix aliens behave.” 
“Maybe not, but it doesn’t matter now,” 
the robot leader replied. “From now on, the 
robots rule! Begin the countdown!” 
“Ready for AAGooE.” another robot 
announced. “Wem ... Wine ... 
eight... Sevem... SIX. . .” 





OR 
WHAT A SURPRISE! 


I covered my eyes with my PAWS so I 
wouldn’t have to see what happened to the 
emperor and his family. 

“Wait!” someone cried. “‘F2-C7, is that 
really you? I can’t believe it!” 

It was ROBQTX: 

“F1-C7! What a surprise!” replied the 
robot leader. 

Then he STOPPED the countdown. 

I uncovered my eyes and saw the two 
robots hugging each other, sparks flying 
everywhere. 

GREAT GALAXIES! They 
knew each other?! 

“You're still INFACH,” the robot leader 
said to Robotix in disbelief. “So you weren’t 





Gemolished after all?” 


“No, I still carry out all my functions 
perfectly on the spaceship MouseStar 1,” 
Robotix replied happily. “And, not to brag, 
but I’m much more advanced than their 
onboard computer.” 

‘Lucky you!” the robot leader said, 
still in awe. 
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“And what are you doing these days?” 
Robotix asked. 

“Well, I was working for the emperor’s 
family, but after just six months of service, 
they substituted a M@UW robot for me,” F2- 
C7 explained. “On this planet, they throw 
everything away CONSTANTLY. That’s why 
we robots have decided to rebel!” 

“I see,” Robotix said thoughtfully. “But 
maybe there’s another solution...” 

The two robots began to chatter in another 
Langvage. Of course | didn’t understand 
a thing! 

“Um, excuse me, Robotix,” I said politely. 
“Can you tell me what’s going on?” 

“Oh, I apologize, Captain Stiltonix,” he 
replied. “I forgot to introduce you! The 
robot leader is my cousin Fe-C 

“Y-your cousin?” I asked, stunned. 
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“Yes, my real name isn’t Robotix—it’s 
F1-@7,” Robotix explained. “F2-C7 and 
I were built together in the same astroyear. 
But when I moved to the MouseStar 1, | lost 
track of him.” 

“And now here we are!” exclaimed the 
robot leader. “And my clever cousin has 
an interesting idea about how to SOLVE 
our problem.” 

“That’s superstellar!” I exclaimed. “What’s 
the plan?” 

“Robotix suggested that we use the 
MouseStar 1’s garbage-recycling machine.” 

“Of course!” I squeaked. “The Stellar 
Garbage Sortrix would be perfect for 
the job!” 

“We could bring the Gor EFEX 
here to Cleanix to RECYCLE the planet’s 
garbage,” Thea agreed. “That way all the 
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trash will have a mew Wife! And, of 
course, we'll encourage the Cleanix to 
throw out less.” 

“Well done, Robotix,” I congratulated 
him. “That’s a GENIUS idea!” 

“Could you let us down now?” the emperor 
called anxiously. 

“Yes,” I agreed. “We wouldn’t want 
someone to press the laurich button by 
mistake!” 
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A New Era 
FOR CLEANIX 


The rebel robots reledsed the emperor, his 
wife, and his daughter from the Galactic 
Garbage Shooter. 

“Thank you for your help,” Emperor 
Sparkle said. “Without the spacemice, who 
knows where we might have ended up.” 

“That’s easy,” Trap replied. “You’d be in 
spacer 

Shimmer threw her arms around my 
cousin’s neck. 

“My hero!” she exclaimed. “You and 
your friends saved us.” 

“I’m very sorry for having doubted you,” 
the emperor said to me. “When you went 
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ero! V to the BYEVEIEG side of 
o > the planet, I thought that 
, you were our ENEMY...” 

“I told you that 
the spacemice were 
our friends, dad!” 
Shimmer interjected. 
“You're right,” the 
emperor told his 
daughter. “I should 
have listened to you.” 

Then he turned to me. 

“And I should have trusted you, Captain,” 
he said. “Now what can I do to thake 
UP for it?” 

“Solving your garbage problem would be 






a great start!” I replied. 
“But that’s why we invented the Galactic 
Garbage Shooter,” he said. 
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“lm afraid POLLUITING space with 
your junk isn’t the answer,” Thea said sternly. 
“You should try using things until they no 
longer work, instead of just throwing good 
things away. Then you can recucle any 
garbage that you accumulate.” 

“Recycle the garbage?” the emperor asked, 
a puzzled expression on his face. “Okay, but 
how?” 

“The Stellar Garbage Sortrix, a machine 
we developed, can recycle ninety-nine 
point nine percent of all our garbage,” 
Thea explained. “That way we don’t throw 
anything away—not even cheese rinmds!” 

“We've already promised the robots we will 
lend you the Sortrix,” | added. “That way 
you can clean up your planet from TOP 
to BOTTOM. And you'll give new life to 
things that used to be garbage.” 
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The emperor gave me a §e}*i°u1§ look. Black 
holey galaxies, | couldn’t tell what he was 
thinking! But then he broke into a GRIN. 

“Captain Stiltonix, | must admit that this 
is an excellent idea!” he exclaimed. 

Then he turned to F2-G@7. 

“I’m sorry I tossed you out without 
thinking,” he said contritely. “Since you 
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know garbage so well, I would like to 
make you Cleanix’s official Recycling 
‘Wlanager. What do you think?” 

“I accept the position, Your Highness,” 
F2-C7 replied enthusiastically. “Let’s start 
recycling right away.” 

What a relief! We had come up with a 
solution for an incredibly MESSY problem. 
I activated my WRIST COMMUNICATOR and 
called the MouseStar 1 to tell everyone on 
board the GjOo@e] MCWS. Unfortunately 
for me, Sally answered! 

“What’s the word, 
Capte (n?” she asked 
eagerly. 


"LINE « ae Gt ave s 
I—I...” I stuttered. 
Cosmic cHEDDAR! 


My nerves always took 
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over whenever I| had a chance to talk to that 
fabumouse rodent! 

“Captain Stiltonix?” Sally asked. “You’re 
not coming in CLE@RLY!” 

Luckily, Trap came to my rescue. 

“The captain’s wrist communicator 


isn’t working well,” Trap explained. “He 
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¢ for transport to 
Dizcnie We're enetras it to the emperor so 


he and his Pee can ( 
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“Copy that!” Sally replied. 

From that day on, the Cleanix aliens 
began an era of respect for their 
environment —and for their objects. Before 
we returned to MouseStar 1, the emperor 
threw a party in honor of the spacemice. 

It was SUPePStellar: 

Finally, it was time for 
good-byes: Robotix and 
his cousin BBE 
promised they 
would meet again 











within two galactic 
years, and SHIMMER 
convinced Trap to 
return to Cleanix as 
soon as his new 
Spacesuit got 
crumpled. 
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The Cleanix aliens insisted on giving us 
thank-you GIP TS. Mine was the highest 
honor in the city: A statue made from 
RECYCLED metal was installed on 
Sparklina’s main street, right next to the one 
of former emperor Reginald Shiny! 

Mousy weféorités, what an honor! 

Our mission complete, we returned to 
MouseStar (. Now space would be clean 
again, and I could get to work writing about 
our encounter with the Cleanix aliens. 
And, of course, I had to reschedule my 
dinnew date with Sally! Though, first I’d 
have to find the COUTAS*€ to actually 
squeak with her, snout-to-snout. But that, 
dear rodent friends, is an intergalactic 
adventure for another day! 





Don’t miss any adventures 
of the Spacemice! 
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#21 The Wild, Wild 
West 
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Sunken Treasure 





#30 The Mouse Island 
Marathon 
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#32 Valley of the 
Giant Skeletons 
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Niagara Falls 
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Down Under 
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#47 Rua for the Hills, 
Geronimo! 


#46 The Haunted 
Castle 


#45 Save the White 
Whale! 





THE ENORMOUSE 
PEARL HEIST 


io 
ae A 











#52 Mosse in Space! 
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#53 Rumble in 
the Jungle 
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#57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vacation 


#61 Mosse House 
Hunter 
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#64 Magical Mission 


Join me and my friends as 
¢ we travel through time in 


these very special editions! 
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THE JOURNEY BACK IN TIME: 
THROUGH TIME _ THE SECOND JOURNEY AGAINST TIME: 


THROUGH TIME THE THIRD JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 
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Secret City Mystery in Paris 
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Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Ice Treasure Secret of the Old Castle 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Legend of the Fire Flowers 
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Chocolate Sabotage 
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Missing Myth 
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Mountain of Fire 
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Cherry Blossom Adventure Star Castaways in the Big Apple 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Blue Scorab Hunt 


Thea Stilton and the Mystery 


Prince’s Emerald on the Orient Express 
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Thea Stilton andthe — Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Lost Letters Tropical Treasure Hollywood Hoax 
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Te ancient ancestor! ie! runs ae stone 
ee _ newspaper in the prehistoric village 
sof Old Mouse City. From dealing with & 
a. os _ dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, © 
his life in the Stone Age is full _ bes ad 
of adventure! Reo: eo - 
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DON’ T WAKE THE 
F DINO SAURI 


Dont miss any 
of my magical 


special edition 
adventures! 
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PROPHECY: OF FIRE: FOR TREASURE: 
THE FOURTH ADVENTURE THE FIFTH ADVENTURE THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
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|. Control room 
Gigantic telescope 
3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 
Library and reading room 
5.Astral Park, an amousement park 
. Space Yum Café 
Kitchen 
Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 
Computer room 
Crew cabins 
Theater for space shows 
2.Warp-speed engines 
3.Tennis court and swimming pool 
4. Multipurpose technogym 
5. Space pods for exploration 
6. Cargo hold for food supply 
| |7. Natural biosphere 





Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 
"and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 
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GERONIMO STILTONiX:, 
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ag) «2 He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo = 
ey { Stilton of a parallel universe! He is ? 

i\" captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
ay -\ distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 


| 


His adventures are out of this world! 


" BCWARE! SPACe JUNK! 


MouseStar 1 is surrounded by floating space junk! 
It’s yucky — and dangerous. Geronimo Vv 
Stiltonix tracks down the source of the 
* junk and meets very wasteful aliens. 
Even worse, robots that the aliens 
| threw away have started to rebel! 
| _Can the spacemice restore harmony 


before the robots take over? 
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